TEEL GLAS.

For whyles I mark this weak and wretched world,

Wherein I fee, howe euery kind of man           of the

Can flatter flill, and yet deceiues himfelfe.

I feeme to mufe, from whence fuch errour fprings,

Such groffe conceits, fuch mistes of darke miflake,

Such Surcuydry^ fuch weening ouer well,

And yet m dede, fuch dealings too too badde.

And as I flretch my weary wittes, to weighe

The caufe thereof, and whence it mould proceede,

Mybattred braynes, (which now be fhrewdly brufde,

With cannon fhot, of much mifgouernment)

Can fpye no caufe, but onely one conceite,

Which makes me thinke, the world goeth ftil awry.

I fee and figh, (bycaufe it makes me fadde)

That peuifhe pryde, doth al the world poffeffe,

And euery wight, will haue a looking glaffe

To fee himfelfe, yet fo he feeth him not :

Yea fhal I fay ? a glaffe of common glaffe,

Which gliftreth bright, and fhewes a feemely mew,

Is not enough, the days are pafL and gon,

That Berral glaffe, with foyles of louely brown,

Might feme to fhew, a feemely fauord face.

That age is deade, and vammt long ago,

Which thought that fteele, both trufly was and true,

And needed not, a foyle of contraries,

But fhewde al things, euen as they were in deede.

In fleade whereof, our curious yeares can finde

The chnilal glas, which glimfeth braue and bright,

And Ihewes the thing, much better than it is,

Beguylde with foyles, of fundry fubtil fights,

So that they feeme, and couet not to be.

This is the caufe (beleue me now my Lorde)
That Realm ^s do rewe, from high profperity,